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BOTH CORRECT. 


Lieutenant Goldbraid: AW—BEAUT’FUL YACHT, MISH CARLTON. 
Miss Carlton (coldly): YES, VERY. 
Lieutenant Goldbraid: AW—1tT’s (fic) SKUSE ME—CENTIBOARD YACHT, Y’KNOW. 


Miss Carlton: 1 HAD SUPPOSED IT TO BE A SIDEBOARD YACHT, 
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N Tuesday of last week Mr. Daniel Lyons, a prominent 
murderer of this city, was hanged by the neck until 

he was dead in the yard of the Tombs prison. He was not 
a man of high social standing, his father assisting to develop 
the railroad resources of the country with a pickaxe, and 
his mother devoting her energies to the hereditary wash-tub. 
Neither was the crime he committed of a dramatic nature. 
He simply shot down another man in a vulgar row about 
two or three characterless women. Nevertheless, the great 
newspapers of this great metropolis—with one or two ex- 
ceptions for which respectable people should give thanks— 
devoted almost as much of the space that we are informed 
is so valuable in their columns, to a narration of the event 
and of the conduct of Mr. Lyons for a week subsequent 
thereto as would have been given to a divorce suit, a church 
scandal or a President’s message. The precise hour and 
minute at which the condemned gentleman retired and arose 
were recorded in these great organs of public opinion, 
together with his lightest remarks to his attendants; nor did 
the newspaper Boswells hesitate to describe his breakfasts 
and dinners, and inform an eager world what part of them 
he consumed with relish and what viands he left untouched. 


* * * 


CCORDING to these newspapers, Mr. Lyons was work- 

ed off in a manner beyond reproach, either to himself 

or the executioner. One admiring journal heads its narrative 
of the incident “‘ Met His Death Like a Man,” another news- 
paper declares that he was “ Nervy to the Last,” and the 
rest restrain their enthusiasm with little less success. We 
are informed that the night before the execution Mr. Lyons 
strolled about the prison yard with his keepers and inspected 
the gallows with intelligent appreciation, remarking with fine 
humor, as the rain began to fall, that he hoped there would 
be no postponement of the ceremony on account of the 
weather, also, that he held an interview with the hangman 
in the morning and offered to wager that that grim function- 
ary would not break his (Mr. Lyons’s) neck in the operation 
of suspension. Several newspapers likewise published the 
murderer's picture, and his raiment was described with the 











same minuteness that characterizes Jenkins’s sketch of the 
dress worn by Mrs. Dives at Mrs. Croesus’s ball. 
* * * 





HIS noxious reading-matter was dumped upon the city 

and straightway went down into the slums, where 
every young foot-pad and cut-throat in the city—who is able 
to read—eagerly devoured it, and his blood thrilled as he 
reflected that Lyons and Lyons’s nerve were the absorbing 
topic of the day. To the degraded and depraved reasoning 
of these ruffians, who, in their native condition, are driven 
about by the police and beaten from one vile retreat to 
another, the notoriety attained by such men as Lyons seems 
as precious as any fame. 

‘*One crowded hour of glorious life 
Is worth an age without a name”’ 
to these wretches as surely as to any ambitious soldier or 
statesman. The result is found in the criminal records of 
the city, and it is a grave fact that the newspapers are thus 
responsible for many crimes. But as, in the language of 
Mr. Dana, “‘ humanity is advancing and there is progress in 
human life and human affairs,” we may hope that in time 
all editors will come to believe that a newspaper may have 
a nobler province than the mere accumulation of money. 
* * * 
NEW YORK newspaper recently sent a reporter to 
E. C. Stedman to obtain his opinion concerning the 

literary merits and demerits of a book that has created a 
small sensation. According to that newspaper, Mr. Sted- 
man refused to talk upon the subject, but asked the re- 
porter, “Did you bring a check with you?” and went on 
to say that if the editor wanted an interview, he should be 
willing to pay for it. We opine that Mr. Stedman is quite 
right in refusing to give an interview upon a literary subject 
to a newspaper gra/zs, and are inclined to consider that it 
was a trifle presumptuous for the editor to ask him for it. A 
part of Mr. Stedman's stock-in-trade as a critic is his opinion 
in literary matters. An editor of a newspaper would scarcely 
venture to ask Mr. Stedman to write him a critical article 
without payment. Where is the difference in asking him to 
dictate the same article to a reporter and make the news- 


paper a present of it ? 
* * * 


HE value of a literary criticism does not lie in the paper 

it is written upon, nor in the labor of writing it, nor 
yet in the price of the ink, nor the wear and tear of the 
pen that transcribes it, but exclusively in the ideas and 
opinions that the author puts into the article. As a matter 
of abstract ethics, an editor might as justly send a reporter 
to a grocery to request the favor of a ham as to send his 
emissary to a critic to beg an opinion that has a recognized 
value based upon his reputation. 
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Of summer’s swallows. 


Somewhat as follows: 


‘*Clarissa”’—here he paused a while 

To contemplate Clarissa’s smile 

And polish up his verbal style : 
She, lightly drumming 

Her fingers on the window, lest, 

Embarrassed, he forget the rest, 


Gave him a chance, and meanwhile guessed 


Just what was coming. 


‘* Clarissa’’"—here he took her hand 

To help his rhetoric to land; 

She let him hold the fingers, and, 
By squeeze judicious, 

And gentle turning of her head, 

She punctuated what he said— 

An action which, interpreted, 
Meant ‘‘ How delicious!” 


_ STRANGERS INSIDE THE 
if GATES. 
i iif H, it fills my heart with joy,” said a 
| | country minister, as the last note 
| i \of the organ died away, “to see 







sO Many strangers among us on 
this beautiful Sabbath morning. 
The good book says 
ie ‘He was a stranger, 
and I took him in.’ 
The collection will 
now be taken up.” 
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VERBAL ACCURACY. 


ISS TENNIS: Do you go in much for athletics, Mr. 
Racket ? 
Mr. RACKET: No; go out, mostly, don’t ye know—field 
sports and that sort of thing. 


EFORE the waltz was over quite, 
They sought a moment’s brief respite 

Out of the whirl and where the light 
Was soft and mellow. 

And there in happiness alone 

They sat until the flute had blown 

A trill to drown the final tone 

That filled the ’cello. 


Outside the window they could see 
The snow upon the winter tree, 
Whose twigs once trembled with the glee 


And while upon this scene intent 
They gazed, a ray of sentiment 
Appeared, and conversation went 
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“* Clarissa, darling ’’—after these 

He suffered an emphatic squeeze— 

*“T love you”—here upon his knees, 
In true devotion, 

He knelt before Clarissa, who 

Was all uncertain what to do ; 

Her heart seemed practising a new 
Eccentric motion. 


Then, like a fervent worshipper, 
He told his beads of love to her: 
Said he, ‘‘ Clarissa, I. prefer 
To make Life’s journey 
Along the paths of Paradise.” 
He said that sentence over twice, 
And thought it sounded rather nice 
For an attorney. 


‘*T’m poor,” he said (Love’s truest art 
Makes this a sotto voce part), 
‘* But if you'll promise me your heart 

In sweet surrender, 
We shall not want for sordid gold: 
Clarissa, you are wealth untold— 
You are”—the metaphor was bold ; 

‘* My legal tender!” 

Frank Dempster Sherman. 





ON A TRANSATLANTIC LINER. 
ERVOUS PASSENGER: And are you sure there is 
no danger, officer ? 
OFFICER: Nota bit. The Captain’s just gone to take a 
nap because it’s too foggy to see anything. 





HIS EXPENSES HEAVY. 


OUNTRYMAN (outside of dime museum admiring 
picture of three-headed man): What d’ye have to 
pay that chap, mister ? 
ROPER-IN: Thousand dollars a week. 
COUNTRYMAN: Gosh, that’s a smart lot of money! 
ROPER-IN: Yes, but you see it costs him a good deal 
for hats. 
MONG the more prominent watering-p!aces in the 
United States may be mentioned Saratoga, Newport, 
Atlantic City and Jay Gould’s office. 
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TO CONGRESS. 


E tax—discrimination fine— 
All wool we bring across the line. 
Oh, say, what tariff, statesmen, lies 
On wool ye pull athwart our eyes ! 


ng 





* * * 


HE man who left some fractions of himself behind in a 
railway accident continually objects to taking any ad- 
“because,” says the justly-punished fiend, ‘‘ however 

forewarned I may be, I can 

never again be forearmed.” 


vice, 


* * * 


ELL, the drummers upheld 
their reputation for cheek 
in their recent call upon 
Mr. B. Harrison, of In- 

dianapolis, Indiana, who is 

supposed to be remotely 

connected with the Blaine 
\ movement. One of these 

gents showed Mr. Harrison 
Y a walking-stick made from 
/ ‘a picket stolen from the candidate’s 
fence on a previous visit, and Mr. Har- 
rison was obliged to dissemble his anger 
and look pleased. The result was that 
= when the delegation left the house every 
mother’s son of them took a picket, and now there is no 
fence before the candidate’s lawn. One of the bitter events 
of the Grandson’s life will be the replacing of that fence 
when the late November zephyrs are blowing. And he will 
have plenty of time to nail the pickets on hard. 


* * * 


z* extremely subtle person named Stearns, residing in 
an adjacent village, writes to object to LIFE’s politics, 
and concludes his essay with this exegetic conundrum: 


‘*Have you heard of the medal which was gotten up for Nicholas 
Bird? He had done something worthy of reward, and his friends 
got up a medal forhim. They made it of Nickel; on one side they 


” 


put a goose, on the reverse, an ass! 


We have been unfortunate enough to have wasted our 
lives in ignorance of “the medal that was gotten up for 
Nicholas Bird” to the present time; but, overlooking the 
poverty of our correspondent’s rhetoric in consideration of 
the exquisite delicacy of his sarcasm, we are nevertheless 
compelled to admit that we should be able to appreciate his 
humor better had he taken the trouble to inform us to which 
side of the medal he was attracted by ties of the more 
intimate consanguinity. 
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OUR 
FRESH AIR 
FUND 





Before After 


“ft ge little ‘‘ guests” are rapidly increasing in numbers and in 
diameter. Over thirteen hundred have thus far gone into the 
country. This means a positive measure of health, strength and 
happiness to more than thirteen hundred little beings, and at a 
period when they are most in need of it. 
Our pleasure in the success of this fund is tempered only by the 
regret that’ our readers may not fully realize the great good they are 


doing. You are helping those who cannot help themselves, and 
who, without your aid, would in many cases not survive the summer. 

Previously acknowledged $4,515.60 
G.W. . . . F . 4.25 
Julie, Nellie and Barnard . . ° 3-00 
p  * ° . R - ‘ F . ‘ - 5.00 
Bs 3.00 
E. A. and M. A. 6.00 
EB. &.. F. 3.00 
Wee « 5.00 
An Admirer 5.00 
5, ee Be SE F 3.00 
Olive, Denver, Col. 3-00 
Hambly . Y 3.00 
Carolyn and Electa 9.00 
The Dalles, Oregon 3.00 
nm. BB — Germany : 3-00 
A. J. J. : ; : ; . §@0 
“ Benerly” 10.00 
Ey oe 5.00 
Cash 50.00 
For Fresh Air Fund ‘ : , 6.00 
Elvira . . . é ‘ ‘ F 3 25.00 
Fresh Air Fund — 5.00 
Jessie ° 3-00 
L. Be A. 3.00 
K. S. B. 2.00 
The Whistlers 2.00 
Heywood ; 10.00 
Florence, Madeline, Junior and ‘Kenneth . 360 
Stuart . ‘ ‘ . : : 6.00 
California 3.00 
‘* New London” - 15.00 
Miss Minnie Hamilton 10.51 
Another Farmington Girl . 3-00 
Irvington ° ° 30.00 
From a Friend 5.00 
E. M. C. 3.00 
Ralph W. "Gray and Hope Gray 3-00 
‘* Wentworth” 6.10 
Wn. P. Clyde & Co. 100.00 
Baby N. ‘ 10.00 
Fred, = Francisco ‘ 6.00 
a Sie 8.25 

Further. ‘Proceeds of “Pound Party,” held at 
Larchmont, N. Y. : 18.00 
Total, . . ‘ ‘ . - $4,930.71 


* * * 


T is, alas, the life-insurance agent who says most heartily 
and enthusiastically to his customer, “I am delighted to 
see you looking so well, sir.” 
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BAR HARBOR NOTES. 
AUGUST 27, 1888. 


VERYTHING is in full blast here at last; hops and germans 
and wakes and dinners and moonlight rides, with fog for a 
moon, and goodness knows what not! I am sorry to be obliged to 
say that I have been unable to participate in all this gayety, owing 
to the fact that the new patent fly-powder which I sprinkled on my 
bald cranium raised a most tremendous blister, which has confined 
me to my room for the past week, and it has been pretty slow work 
sitting at my window and gazing at the building opposite, which 
has been painted a delightful shade of liver-green, a color that is 
calculated to take one’s appetite away for all time, and is enough to 
give the Angel Gabriel the jaundice, and so I hope he will be sure to 
keep away from here. 

We've just had a great fancy ball at ’s; the most successful 
costume was that of a Miss Jenkins, who wore a tin crown, and led a 
female sheep by a rope, thus representing the Queen of Sheba (She- 
baa! Hope you get onto the point). I was greatly puzzled as to 
what character I should go as: at first I thought I would go as the 
dying gladiator, so that I could keep quiet and escape dancing, but, 
on second thought, I concluded that it would be too much like the 
awfully fat man in the story, who wore only a rope around his foot, 
and went as a balloon. And so at last I decided, from motives of 
economy, to go as Autumn, wore my oldest clothes, carried some 
faded flowers and a singed Theodore Thomas cat, and looked as 
gloomy as I could, and, if you'll believe it, everybody thought I was 
an Anarchist! Confound their stupidity ! 

Speaking of costumes reminds me of the lovely white flannel suit 
that I had last year, and which shrunk so the first time it was washed 
that there wasn't enough of it left to make a humming-bird's ulster. 
Well, this year I was bound to get ahead of fate, and so had a new 
suit made with large pleats or reefs all over it, so that I could let her 
out as fast as she shrunk; but, do you know, that blessed suit has 

been washed three times, and hasn't shrunk 
an atom; the pleats are all there, and when 
the wind fills them out, I look like the fat 
clown at a circus. There is something 
wrong somewhere, and I am about tired of 
fighting against the stars and a relentless 

& Providence. 
+ H, yes, the yachts- 
men have all left 
* us, too. In fact, 
they seemed in a 
great hurry to get 
away, and 
said that, for 
prohibition- 
ists, we went 
ahead of any- 
thing they 
\ had ever seen 
or heard of, 
and that the 
new acque- 
duct wasn’t a 
circumstance 
aa compared to 
—- us, and so 
they went sailing away. Ah, me, what a pathetic ring those words 
have! The first time I get good and bilious and poetical, I must 
write some verses on the subject. I'll have a nice young man a-sail- 
ing away over the ocean’s blue chest, and his best girl on the shore 
a-watching him through a glass, and him a-holding down of his sea- 
sickness for all that he’s worth, so that her last thoughts of him may 

be pleasant ones. 


But, deary me, I can’t keep it any longer! I must tell you that 
she’s come—came last Chewsday—and says that she is going to stay 
just as long asI do! Of course, I know she don’t mean it, and only 
says it to be nice to me and make up for not being able to remember 
my name. And how I wish I could describe her to you! She looks 
so lovely in her soft, white dress, with no ornaments whatever, 
except around her neck a small Maltese kitten—I mean, a Maltese 
cross, which I gave her when she caught me ona philopena. And, 
oh, do you know, she has taken to calling me ‘* Arcadia,” because 
my initials are, 


Yours truly, R. HE. 





FATHER AND SON. 


| he LAMBREQUIN: Did you hear, Jack, that Mr. 
Croesus across the way has a young son? 

MR. LAMBREQUIN: I had not heard of it. 

Mrs. LAMBREQUIN: Yes, and if ever a child was born 
with a silver spoon in his mouth that child was. 

Mr. LAMBREQUIN: If he resembles his father at all he 
might easily have been born with a silver soup-ladle in his 
mouth. 





NOT A FAVORITE OF FORTUNE. 


OUNG man,” he said solemnly, “do you ever con- 
template the time when you will occupy a mansion 
in the skies ?” 


“A mansion? No, sir; I'll be luckier than I’ve ever been 


in this world if I get a three-room flat on the outskirts.” 








A SCORE. 


Hard-up Gent: Say, Boss, CAN’T YER GIVE A FELLER A FEW 
CENTS TO HELP HIM ALONG ? 

Mr. Delawney: WHY DON’T YOU DO SOMETHING FAW YAW 
OUN LIVING? YOU HAD BETTAH ASK FOR BWAINS INSTEAD OF 
MONEY. 

Hard-up. Gent: WELL, Boss, 
THOUGHT YER HAD THE MOST OF, 


I ASKED YER FOR WHAT I 











A CONVERSATION OVERHEARD. 


‘¢ Don’t.” 
“Wry? 


Don'T YOU LIKE IT?” 


“YES, BUT DON'T.” 


FOR CLARET CUP. 


TO M. C. H. 


HE claret cup jug must be glass of pure crystal ; 
Nothing meaner should hold this rare whet for your whistle : 
It ought to be generous, portly and clear, 
And this is the way that we fill it, my dear: 


Two ponies or less of fine Cognac we use, 

Ditto Benedictine, or the yellow Chartreuse ; 

The juice of two lemons is next to go in, 

With a curl of the peel and some slices cut thin. 

Then, if in your garden no borage you find, 

You have only to plump in some cucumber rind ; 

Of sugar the guantum’s a matter to guess— 

For the girls, say two spoonfuls; for men, rather less. 
The foundation, of course, is a quart of Bordeaux, 

The best is not wasted, the poorest won't go. 

(‘* He that hath shall have more,” not of thanks, though, I ween, 
Who for claret gives logwood, for brandy, benzine). 
And as mortar to bricks, and as lime to the mortar, 
The main-stay of cup is a good soda-water ; 

Add a bottle of that, and of this point be sure, 

You're safe only with ‘‘Club,” or our own ‘‘ Delatour.” 


Don’t forget, to cool all, that your ice must be there— 

One good chunk, if you please, or I stop in despair ; 

Little pieces but weaken our tested proportions, 

And bring damnatory, not grateful, emotions. 

Then the garnishing comes, that deft, finishing touch 
Which completes the good work, and ‘‘ of many makes much ;”" 
A handful of berries adorns just this place, 

And a bouquet of mint is the last crowning grace. 


There’s a drink that ne’er Jove had, nor Abra’m, nor Jacob, 
Sidney Smith and his anchorite, too, it might wake up; 
So pour out a glassful, with never a fear, 
For that is the way the jug’s emptied, my dear! 
W. Dz. E. 
THE STEREOTYPED ANSWER. 
R. INKLING (who aspires to authorship and matri- 
mony, to his intimate friend, bitterly): Well, I’ve 
seen her. I did it; it’s over! 
“Ah, indeed, and what was the result?” 
“Oh, just the same as usual: ‘ Declined, with thanks.’” 


7 is a queer coincidence that red is made from madder, 
and bulls are made madder by red. 
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“AND MAN IS BUT A LITTLE — 
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SUMMER STUDIES IN NATURAL HISTORY. 
THE CAT. 


“HE peculiar resonance of the cat, dear reader, is a 
phenomenon which often calls itself to the attention 
even of those who are not ordinarily close observers of 
Nature. This resonance, whether in the living animal pour- 
ing forth his mad passion to some insensate object, or in 
the post-mortem form of violin strings, is in either case 
equally worthy of note. There are those who are not fond 
of violin music, and would rather hear the live cat perform 
upon its own internal organs than listen to the most eminent 
of vzrtuosz ; but these people are few and may be disregarded 
in our gentle studies. 

In the case of the cat, the close observation to which I 
have invited you may be made the means even of material 
profit, as the following well-authenticated instance will show. 
A frugal-minded young man, living in a boarding-house, 
had noted that when the nightly love songs of the cat were 
long prolonged, his fellow-lodgers and persons in the ad- 
jacent houses made the unintentionally offending cats the 
targets for a vast amount of bad marksmanship. 

The young man observed that the missiles were at first 
articles of small value, like beer-bottles, condemned foot-gear, 
soap-dishes (the property of the various landladies), and 
similar objects. As the supply of ammunition grew low, 
and the would-be slumberers became more desperate, greater 
recklessness prevailed in the selection of articles to aim at 
the cats. In the early morning, the owners of these missiles 
went forth—if going forth is a term which may properly be 
applied to going into backyards—to search for the articles 
of value which, in their rage of the night before, they had 
used as projectiles. 

The frugal-minded and observant young man was wont 
to wait until, through fatigue, the cats desisted from their 
music-making, and then, having placed a hat in a conspicu- 
ous place, where the uncertain light gave it the semblance of 
a cat, took up the refrain where the cats left off. The mad- 
dened neighbors rewarded his efforts with objects of real 
value, by which he profited greatly. 

Various methods of dealing with the resonant qualities of 
the cat have been suggested, the most ingenious one being 
that of a mild-mannered and philanthropic physician who, 
when kept awake, would allure the cats with bits of meat, 
and then administer to them hypodermic injections of mor- 
phine. This proved to be rather inhuman, as all the cats in 
the neighborhood contracted the morphine habit, and by 
their nightly demands for the deadly drug made life unbear- 
able for the corner druggist. 
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Even this method is better, though, than the other of con- 
cealing dynamite in meat fed to the cat, and then hitting the 
confiding animal with a brick. By this system the cat is apt 
to be too widely diffused through the neighborhood. 

The resonance of the cat, my reader, was implanted in 
him by an all-wise and ever-kindly Nature. Just why, no one 
knows; but, because Nature did it, it must be right, and we 
should not oppose our puny efforts to the onward march of 


her beneficent purposes. 
Metcalfe. 





A LIMIT TO BRAVERY. 


FFICE-BOY (¢o edztor): Dere’s a two-hundred-an’- 
fifty-poun’ gent outside, sir, wid red spots on his 
eyes, wot wants ter see de editor. 
EpiTor: I’m no coward, James; show him right in. 
OFFICE-BOY: He says he wan’s ter kerlect a bill. 
EpIToR (aghast): Great heavens, James, tell him I’ve 
gone to the poorhouse to visit my dear old father! 





POET talks of “Two Ways of Love.” One of them 


doubtless is the bridal-path. 





HERE is a great deal of billing and cooing done at the 








A SHORT STORY. 


Miss Walton: You ODIOUS CREATURE !—I DARE SAY ’TIS THE 
BLOOD OF INNOCENT BIRDS THAT STILL ENCRIMSONS YOUR HANDS, 

Mr. Nimrod: 1 WILL NOT ATTEMPT TO DENY IT. BUT You— 
you WHO UPBRAID ME, IT SEEMS, ARE 4illing fish in cold blood! 

This was the first bite she had that day, and she caught him. 
Wedding in January. 
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OF MY LADY SINGING. 


O sweet My Lady when she sings, 
The mock-bird, hearing, sadly wings 
To Court to change his patronymic, 
Hopeless such melody to mimic. 


James Richard Joy. 


REFLECTIONS. 
HE perils attending fashionable life at Newport have received im- 
pressive illustration by the maiming of a polo player and the alarming 
experience of a lady of the highest fashion, who was run over by two children 
in a dog-cart, while on her way to pay a visit. Some one else was hurt 
there also, but who and under what circumstances we fail to recall. 

When to these accidents ashore is added the consideration of the 
recent calamitous meeting of two steamships in mid-ocean, and the deplor- 
able results of canoeing at Bar Harbor, it becomes a burning question, 
Where shall fashionable New York go to be safe? 

* * * 


\ X J HEN a great metropolitan journal publishes a page of extracts from 
the latest work of ¢/e authoress of the hour under such headlines as 


“HEROD, AS TREATED BY JOSEPHUS AND VOLTAIRE, THE CON- 
CENTRATION OF CRUELTY.” 
“LOVE, INTRIGUE, JEALOUSY, PASSION, LUST, MADNESS, MURDER, 
DEATH.” 


the gentle reader may draw his own conclusions as to the sort of literature 
that is most certain of contemporary appreciation. 
~ * cs 


PROPOS of its published extracts from the impending tragedy, the 
Herald expresses the opinion that 

‘There is no reason why a lady who has written with such remarkable power 
and who is in the very flush and dawn of her young life should not, with experience, 
observation and study, win a place in our literature equaled among female authors 
by George Eliot alone.” 

Oh, no; and neither is there any reason why, with concentration, per- 
sistence and adequate resources, a sky-rocket should not become a fixed star. 

* * * 


N his essay in the August Scrzdner’s, Mr. Stephenson points to the 
censure Mr. Howells has had to endure from his critics as an illustra- 
tion of the uncertain nature of the rewards of authorship. 

Mr. Howells has been censured, not because his readers were tired 
of him, but for the very reason that they couldn’t spare him. The critics 
have not been willing to give him up while there was the slightest hope 
of reforming him. He may justly point to the assaults upon some of his 
later work as evidences of his abiding hold on his constituents. 

* * * 


N English physician, who was lately in Boston, has confided to the 

correspondent of a Boston newspaper that he was “struck with 

amazement at the filthiness of the streets.” Nor is that all. He condemned 
the Charles River flats as a source of zymotic diseases. 

It is true that John Harvard planted his college on the banks of the 
Charles in order that the students might profit by that river’s salubrious 
marine smell; but the character of the flats may have changed since then. 
Can it—oh, can it be possible that anything zymotic was the matter with 
the last Harvard crew? 


HOW 
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HE THWARTED THE FREE 
LUNCH FIEND. 
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EVERYTHING TO HER AND OF NO USE TO HIM. 








HOSPITALITY. 
ACKWOODSMAN 


(to tourist, whom he 
zs entertaining at dinner 
and who ts watting to be 
served): Pitch right in, 
pardner, and make your- 
self to hum; we’s got 
manners here, but we 
don’t use um. 


NOT EXPERT EVI- 
DENCE. 


T. PETER (¢0 appli- 
cant) : Did you bring 
any references ? 
APPLICANT: I’ve got 
a copy of the epitaph on 
my tombstone and it’s a 
daisy. 
St. Peruen: Yes, I 
spose it is, but epitaphs 
are not recognized here, 


Highwayman ; SORRY TER TROUBLE YE, MA’M, BUT HAND OUT THEM PAPERS YE'V GOT BEHIND YER my friend. 
THAR, 
Lady: No, sir, I WILL DO NOTHING OF THE SORT: YOU HAVE ALREADY RELIEVED ME OF NEARLY 
TEN THOUSAND DOLLARS’ WORTH OF DIAMONDS, ALMOST TWENTY THOUSAND IN CASH, AND MY WATCH, DISAGREEABLE 
BUT I’D RATHER DIE THAN PART WITH THOSE PAPERS! CHAP — Hugh 
Highwayman : 1 BEG YER PARDON, MA’M, YOU KIN’ KEEP TH’ PAPERS ;—HOw Is THINGS IN CHICAGO, Midity. 


ANY WAY? 


THE SUNDAY LIQUOR LAW. 


(FROM AN ORIGINAL SHAKESPEAREAN MANUSCRIPT.) 


ANTUA, with a Sunday Liquor Law. (A street.) 

(Enter Romeo, attired tn the unostentatious manner 

of a dude.) 
ROMEO (pausing before a gilded den of vice after the 

manner of a thirsty traveler) : 

An’ if a man did need a beverage now, 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it him, 

I know him well— 

A portly German with a crimson face, 

Rotund of belly and of massive hip, 

Who with each thirsty guest could smile and smile 

And keep his balance still. 

Full well do I remember in the past 

Long evenings I have spent within well-full, 

And now my tongue quite hangeth out a yard. 

This man shall aid me. What, ho! within. 


(Enter Saloon-keeper.) 
SALOON-KEEPER: Who's raising such a racket ? 
ROMEO: Hold! there are forty ducats; let me have 

A dram of pizen; such soon-speeding gear 


As will disperse itself thro’ all the veins, 
That the life-weary drinker may feel happy. 
SALOON-KEEPER: Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua’s 
law 
Is death to any he that utters them o’ Sunday. 
ROMEO: Dost thou perceive aught in my eagle eye 
That looks like verdant color ? 
SALOON-KEEPER: Methinks you have, 
As Shylock says, a “damn ask cheek.” 
ROMEO: I do admit the multitudinous flies 
Hold not conventions on my person. 
SALOON-KEEPER: Then what’s the matter with the side- 
_ door? 
ROMEO: Oh, it’s all right! (Zxzt hastily around corner.) 


Tom Hall. 


COMPELLED TO MOVE. 


INCINNATI SALOONIST: Vell, I dinks I have to 
move my saloon next veek, on accound oof dot church 
across der vay. 
CUSTOMER: Does the congregation object to the saloon, 
Dutchy ? 
CINCINNATI SALOONIST: No; mine goostomers don'd 
like dot organ noise mit Sunday mornings. 
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AT SeOORS, AT LL, 


A CORRECTION. 
‘There is no fool who is not miserable.’’— Cicero. 
Now: Cicero, for once you’ve erred ; 
Twix’t you and truth there’s many a rood; 
’Tis plain, O Roman, you never saw 
The modern dude. —Harper's Bazar. 


CRITIC: The court painter, Borstt, has been so overrun by the 
dealers that he has been obliged to institute a reception room. 

ARTIST: That is nothing at all. The dealers run after me so 
many at once and fight so at the stairs each to get up first, that not 
one of them has yet to the top got.— Fiegende Blatter. 


PASSENGER : What’s wrong? 

BRAKEMAN : The train behind us can’t slow up. There'll be an 
awful collision. 

PASSENGER: And I'll be killed. That’s just like my luck. 
foolish enough to buy a return ticket.— Detrozt Free Press. 


I was 


WIFE (coming out of restaurant): I thought the waiter acted as 
if he expected a ‘‘ tip.” 

HusBAaND: I should say so. 
ten something. 

** And did you ‘tip’ him ?” 

““ Yes; I told him to buy Elkwood for ‘ place.’ ”"— 7exas Siftings. 


Why, he asked me if I hadn’t forgot- 








Smooth, 
Soft 


Tint. 


removes impairments 





LADIES’ 


Packer’s Tar Soap 
of the skin, and establishes in their stead that health- 
ful, brilliant. natural cuticle which must be the 
basis of all Beautiful Complexions. 








You can live at home and make more money at wor for us 


i than at anything eve in the world. Either sex ; all agea. Coste 
ly outfit FREE. Terms FRE«s. Address, TRUE & Co., Augusta, Maine. 
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and CELEBRATED HATS 


AND 
ROUND HATS. 
178 & 180 Fifth Ave., bet. 22d & 23d Sts., 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St., 
NEW YORK. 


Palmer House, Chicago. 


125 


TUBBLEY (dashfully, and removing his hat spasmodically): \s 
Miss Tremmer in ? 

MaID: She is, but she’s engaged. 

TUBBLEY (who settled things last night): 1 know it—I’m the 
young man.— Zhe Cartoon. 





THERE never was a woman yet who ever bought a box of berries 
from a hawker without calling from the window, ‘‘ Are they good ?” 
and there never was a hawker yet who answered, ‘‘ No.”"— Somerville 
Journal, 


Miss PERLEY: I think papa is doing splendidly now, don’t you, 
mamma ? 

Mrs. PERLEY: He is, my dear. Since we got him away from the 
horrid city, he is entirely temperate, and seems to take an interest in 
everything about him. It was only just now that I heard him ask the 
captain if he shouldn’t help him splice the main-brace.— 77me, 


THE average barber does not hesitate to scrape an acquaintance.— 
Duluth Paragrapher. 


In Dublin: ‘‘ See here, driver, I ordered a smart trap to take a 
drive in Phoenix Park, and you come around in rags not fit for a beg- 
gar!” 

DRIVER (77 jaunting car): 1 knows it, yer honor, and I would 
like to wear fine clothes, but there’s not a tailor in all Dublin can take 
me measure, I’m that ticklish.— America. 

Mrs. WELFIXT (showing Aunt Japonica the new grounds) : That 
is the Lodge over there. 5 

AUNT JAPONICA: How nice it must be to have itsonear! The 
one your uncle belongs to is mor’n four miles from where we live, an’ 
sometimes it takes him all night to get home.— Judge. 


a 


LADIES’ TAILOR, 


19 East 21st St., N. Y. 


AND 


Bellevue Avenue, Newport, R. I., 


is returning this week from 
Europe with a choice selec- 
the 


ensuing autumn and winter 


tion of Novelties for 


914 Chestnut St., Phila. 





night. 


check. 


Sud o— GOATCHER : 
EDENIA 


money, isn’t it ? 


GOATCHER: I made a great mistake to- 


Mrs. GOATCHER: How was that ? 
When 
passed the plate I put ina note instead of a 


Mrs. GOATCHER: A note is as good as 
GOaTCHER: Ordinarily —but this was one 


he gave me a month ago and the last day of 
grace is to-morrow.— 77me. 


season from the leading Euro- 
pean Houses, 


Deacon Habercone 








Ludlorgs 


THE ENGADINE 
Bouquet, Atkinson’s New Perfume. 
distillation sweetly recalls fragrant Swiss flowers. 
Bright jewels in a setting of perpetual snow 


This superb 














RHENISH 
ee Cologue: 


LUNDBORG’S RHENISH COLOGNE 
Is delightfully refreshing and cooling during THIS 
HOT WEATHER. 

LADD & COFFIN, 
PROPRIETORS AND MANUFACTURERS, 

24 BARCLAY STREET, NEW YORK. 


























C.C.BRIGGS &C 
5 APPLETON ST. BOSTON MASS. 
MANUFACTURERS OF 














GRACEFUL DESIGNS ++ SOLID (]NSTRUCTION 
MATHHLESS TONE ++ BEAUTIFUL TINISH, 
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LADIES’ TAILOR 


By appointment to the Queen of England. 


ORICINAL AND EXCLUSIVE 
DESICNS AND CLOTHS. 


Ladies living at a distance, who are unable to visit New 
York, can have sketches and samples forwarded free, by mail. 
Perfect fit guaranteed in all mail orders. 


210 FIFTH AVE., THROUGH TO 1132 BROADWAY, N. Y. 
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NEW 
PREMISES 


WILL BE 


OPENED 


ABOUT 


SEPT. 1, 1888 


WITH AN 
EXHIBITION 


OF 


Autumn Models, 








WABASH 


RAILWAY 


SOLID AND COMPLETE 


YESTIBULED TRAINS 


BUFFET COMPARTMENT CARS 


FREE RECLINING CHAIR CARS 
RUN DAILY BETWEEN 


CHICAGO # ST. LOUIS 


The only Road operating such magnificent train service 
between the two cities. 

No extra charge exacted over this route. 

The Direct and most Popular Line running through 
cars between 


ST. LOUIS, NEW YORK AND BOSTON. 


Ticket Agents in the United States or Canada can tell 
you all about this Railway, or you can address 


JOHN McNULTA, K. H. WADE, 
Receiver, Gen. Sup’t, 


Ss. W. SNOW, Gen. Pass. Ag’t. 
CHICACO. 





FOURTEENTH SEASON. 


SPRING HOUSE, 


RICHFIELD SPRINGS, N. Y. 
(1,700 FEET ABOVE SEA LEVEL.) 


Open June 16 to October 1, 1888. 


The Richfield Sulphur Water is shown by analysis 
to be the strongest in the United States, and expe- 
rience has proved it to be a specific in cases of rheu- 
matism, gout, sciatica, dyspepsia, and all diseases of 
the skin and blood. 

An illustrated pamphlet, describing Richfield’s at- 
tractions as a summer resort, its scenery, mountains, 
valley, lakes, streams, drives and walks, its pure and 
invigorating air, and the medicinal virtues of its 
waters, will be sent on application to 


T. R. PROCTOR. 
GEO. MATHER’S SONS 


RINTING INK 


60 JOHN STREET, N. Y. 
THIS PAPER IS PRINTED WITH 
OUR SPECIAL ° LIFE - INK. 








HAVILAND CHINA 


This style furnished in com- 
plete Dinner Sets or any 
of the Course Sets. 


Wedding Presents a specialty 


Send 50 cents for a finely 
tllustrated price-book. 


FRANK HAVILAND, 


14 Barclay St., New York City. 


CORRESPONDENCE INVITED. 


AT FIRST HANDS. 








ESTABLISHED 1801. 


BENT & CO.’S 


Celebrated Hand-Made 


WATER CRACKERS. 


GUARANTEED 
Easy of Digestion, Absolutely Pure. 
BENT & CO., Milton, Mass. 





The finest Meat-Flavoring Stock, 
USE IT FOR SOUPS. 
Beef Tea, Sauces and Made Dishes, 


EXTRACT OF MEAT 


N.B.—Genuine only with fac-simile of Baron 
Liebig’s signature in BLUE INK across label, 





Sold by Storekeepers, Grocers and Druggists. 
LieBIc’s ExTRACT OF MEAT Co,, L’t’d, London. 





Headquarters for Straight 
Whiskies, ‘‘Old Crow” anc 
Hermitage Sour Mash. 

Sold absolutely pure, unsweet 
ened, uncolofed. Various ages 
None sold less than four years 
old. Reliable for medical use. 

We have taken every barrel of 
Rye Whisky made at the Ol¢ 
Crow Distillery since Jan., 1872 

Sole Agents for The Pleasant 
Valley Wine Co. 

Full lines of reliable Foreigi 
Wines, Li gs and Segars. 

H. KIRK & CO. 
69 Hie ‘St., B’way & 27th Se 

and 9 ) Warren St. 


Established 1853. 














Sw. SIMMONSE Cy 


‘HEADQUARTERS 


for Flags—Banners—Tents —Torches— Uniforms— Drums— 
Names of Candidates—Portraits— Bandannas—Flag Hand- 
kerchiefs—Pins—everything used in Campaigns. Fire- 
men’s, Military and Sporting Goods. Prices lower than 
any others. Send Jive cents for full illustrated catalogue. 


G. W. SIMMONS & CO., 


32 to 44 NORTH STREET, BOSTON, MASS. 








‘“‘BLACK TOP” 


RRO 


THE BEST CHAMPACNE. 


Francis 0. de Luze & Co., Sole Agents, X. Y. 








